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Were you ever before in Llangenydd, 
Kind sir, and through Gower you roam ? 

Well, I’m just like the bell in that tower, 
With never a night’s change from home. 


And should a man be a bell-ringer, 
To duty he daily must cling, 

For though our old bell hath no better, 
Yet ne’er of itself doth it ring. 


This horse-block may serve for a settle, 
While a curious old story I tell, 

For a chat with a townsman is pleasant 
To a man who pulls long at a bell. 


Gaze westwards! ah, do not the white gulls 
Soar joyously over the sea? 

1 know not what birds take your fancy, 
But the gull is the bird for me. 


Her movements are light as the breezes, 
Her plumes have the hues of the foam; 
Of our parson’s white robes I keep thinking, 
When I gaze at the gulls as they roam. 


And is there no tale or tradition, 
’Twas a wizard whose talent had framed 
The gull from the winds and the sea-foam ? 
At least, so to me hath it seemed. 
ne My sire, an old salt, often argued, 
That nowhere were seen or heard 
Such birds as the gulls of Llangenydd 
On island, or weir, or ford. 








And now that I speak of old legends, 

I would ask if you ever have heard 
Of a wonderful rescue, below here, 

Of a child from the waves by a bird ? 


Scarce a furlong from where we are seated, 
One day within view of the land, 

It chanced, sir ; now, this is no fable, 
But a sober fact, please understand. 


Some gulls were careering and sporting, 
And escorting the ebb of the tide, 

‘When they faintly heard sobbing and wailing, 
And gulls never wept so, or cried. 


And they sought till, at length. in a cradle, 
Gently rocked by the ripples, they found 
A babe of angelic sweet beauty, 
With bright golden curls spread around. 


Just think of those sea-gulls’ devotion, ° 
As they crowded around the fair child 
‘Yo lift him aloft on their pinions 
From the billows that can be so wild. 


And swiftly they sped to their shelters, 
Those angel-like birds of the shore, 

And set down their light. winsome burden 
In a refuge that owned not a door. 


I see that you needs must be smiling, 
Though your eyelids are welling with tears ; 
And I own I kept smiling and weeping, 
When the tale was first told in my ears, 


Just think of the child in its cliff-nest, 
Sweet idol of sea-gulls so fair, 

As warm as the dormouse asleep, sir, 
And the object of worship and care. 


A thousand kind nurses by day, sir, 
These sisters at night slept around, 

And they nurtured fair Cenydd the darling, 
Like a brother, long-lost and now found. 


And there with no lack of good sust’nance, 
Or of aught for which Cenydd could crave, 
He was reared in the aroma of breezes, 
And the murmur of ocean wave. 


I never guessed I was a poet, 
More than you, sir, may be, I allow, 
But some whiles I cannot help thinking, 
Right blissful was Cenydd’s life now. 


The sea-gulls would leave him at morning, 
And return every night to his bower 

From headland or highland, which never 
Are seen through the mists around Gower. 


Each sea-gull would chatter its story 
Of cornfield, and fallow, and lea; 
Each tale was as clear as salt-crystal, 

And sweet as the breath of the sea. 


With his friends Cenydd now covenanted,— 
Through life he would truly abide 

In the Faith and the ways of the sea-gulls, 
And would willingly die as they died. 


But Providence otherwise willed it, 
And brought his proposals to nought ; 

For people one night climbed the sea-cliffs, 
And found out the whole, as they thought. 


No! far from the whole of the matter, 
For they knew not the joy or the gain, 
That came from the bond with the sea-gulls, 
Who knew naught of forfeits or pain. 


And the sweet, simple nestling was taken 
By so-called kind friends with fair show, 
And the camp of the sea-gulls knew wailing, 
While the child wrestled long with his woe. 


To Cenydd such change brought aversion 
To merciless laws and strange ways 

Of the world with its unrest and blighting, 
Which sully men’s honour and days. 


Till then had he known no offences, 
Deceit, and ill-deeds done in stealth, 
But now he saw straining and struggling 

For power, or pleasure, or wealth. 


He saw that the dread of Death’s angel 
Was on children, the old, and the hale ; 

While Satan rushed round with his venom, 
Leaving sorrows and woes on his trail, 


‘Then Cenydd remembered the sea-gulls, 
And their simple lives, gentle and free; 

The daughters of salt and the sunlight, 
And the knights of the gale and the sea. 


Not a gull thought of Death and its terrors, 
Not a care knew a bosom or brow: 

All content with the eaves of the sea-cliff, 
And the gleanings of harvests below. 


He heard the sweet call of the sea-gulls, 
But louder rang voice clear and strong, 
Which bade him help storm-wearied pilgrims, 
And shatter the towers of wrong. 


So Cenydd now made a new covenant, 
And vowed he would ever abide 

In the Faith, Hope, and Love of the Christian, 
And would die as the Christian died, 














And here stood the Church that he built, sir, 
Here’s the land where he toiled till his death, 
And our fathers,—our very forefathers,— 
‘Were the young whom he taught in the Faith, 


I know not if true the tradition, 
But many a time have I heard, 

How he seldom concluded a sermon 
Without a plea for his favourite bird. 


Saint Cenydd was voice to the speechless, 
A guide to the blind and the halt ; 

A friend to the poor and the needy, 
A righter of wrong and of fault. 


He need only speak, when strong fountains 
Burst forth for the crippled and frail, 

And the bones of whoever bathed in them 
Became supple as those of the whale. 


How wondrous if God in His wisdom 
Had willed that an angel, like this, 

Should be spared the dread valley of shadows, 
And gain, without death, heavenly bliss ! 


Not so, for Saint Cenydd in dying 
Fought sternly with death at his call, 
With his blessing on children and parents, 
On the wealthy, the poor, and the thrall. 


With the yells of Death’s demons around him, 
And their howls like tempestuous shock, 
Saint Cenydd attained to God’s glories, 
As a sea-gull escapes to its rock. 


The angels in heaven were rejoicing 
That the saint was with God evermore, 
While his people and sea-gulls kept voicing 
Their sorrow on Gower’s fair shore. 


Good-night ! I must now ring for vespers, 
While vou, sir, proceed on your way ; 

But you'll think of the tale of the ringer, 
Who is pleased with his office and pay. 


It was daring, indeed, of a sexton 

To detain you when evening drew nigh, 
But a sexton may differ from sexton, — 
Llangenydd’s bell-ringer am I. 





